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One day Natasha came. She was delighted to find the
mother here.
"My mother died, the poor darling," she said sud-
denly, after she had kissed her. She tossed her head and
toudied her eyes with a quick movement before she went
on, ^5uch a pity! She wasn't even fifty years old. She
could have lived much longer. But on the other hand, I
can't help thinking that death was preferable to the life
she led. She was always alone, nobody loved her, nobody
needed her, and she was constantly terrorised by my
father's shouts. Do you call that living? Other people
live in the hope of something better, but there was
nothing my mother could look forward to but further
insults."
"It's true what you say, Natasha," said the mother
musingly. "People live in the hope of something better,
but if there's nothing to look forward to, what kind of
a life is it?" She patted the girl's hand. "So now you're
all alone?"
"All alone," said Natasha lightly.
"That's all right," smiled the mother after a brief pause.
"Good people never live alone very long—they always
have others hitching on to them."
VIII
Natasha began to teach in a school attached to a weav-
ing mill, and the mother supplied her with illegal pamph-
lets, proclamations and newspapers.
This became her work. Several times a month she dis-
guised herself as a nun or a peddler of laces and home-
spun, a well-to-do townswoman or a pious pilgrim, and
wandered through the province with a bag over her
shoulder or a suitcase in her hand. In trains, on boats, in
hotels and inns, she was ever the same sedate, simple per-
son who spoke the first word to strangers, fearlessly
drawing attention to herself by her sociability and the

